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Vol. XXXIV, No. 6 REGIS COLLEGE-DENVER, COLORADO December 8, 1949 
Queen Anne Crowned At Coronation Ball 
Leading Campus Students 
Rate Collegiate · Who's Who 
' ' On the basis of: scholarship ; cooper ation and leadership 
in academic and extracurricular activities; citizenship and service 
to the school; promise of future usefulness to business and so-
ciety, ' ' six Regis men are now in the 1949-1950 Edition of WHO'S 
WHO AMONG STUDENTS IN AMERICAN UNIVERSITIES 
AND COLLEGES. 
!Regis Wishes 
])ou .A 
J-loly ~hristmas 
and .A 
J-lappy ..New ])ear 
Delta Sigma's Anne Delaney 
Heads Regis Campus Royalty 
The great expectancy surrounding the campus since Novem-• 
ber 23 was at last coming to an end. A great hush grew over 
the crowd as one by one the pretty girls composing the court 
took their place on the elaborate coronation platform. Then as 
she stepped into the path of gold laid down by the spotlights, 
Those honored included William 
D. O'Hara, editor of the B. & G. 
and president of the senior class ; 
William T . Diss, president of the 
Student Council, debater, sodalist, -
and active club member; and John 
V. Crowe, prominent member of 
the Sodality, especially in teaching 
Sunday School at Golden, and re-
cently elected president of the Iota 
chapter of Alpha Delta Gamma. 
Campus Queen Holds Royal Cou rt 
a frenzied cheer issued from the 
entire audience to greet Her High-
ness Anne Delaney, Queen -<>f Re-
gis College. 
Tonight 
GIANT PEP RALLY 
for 
Skyline Six Tip-Off 
Chapel Field, 7:30 P.M. 
Free Dance In Gym 
Equally honored are Edmund 
Schaded, director of the Regis 
College band, business manager of 
the B. & G., and active member 
of the Sodality; John J. Tambu-
rello, chairman of the Joint Com-
mittee for Student Action, and 
vice president in charge of Stu-
dent Life and Government in the 
Regis branch of the N.S.A.; and 
John D. Mahoney, president of the 
Math Club sponsoring the scholar-
ship fund, and Public Relations Of-
ficer for the Regis branch of the 
N.S.A. 
It is not possible to list all the 
activities in which these men par-
ticipate, nor the many small ways 
in which they have contributed to 
the spirit of Regis College. 
The faculty, student body, and 
B. & G. Staff extend their con-
gratulations and join the staff of 
WHO'S WHO in hoping "you will 
accept this recognition as a small 
reward for work well done and an 
encouragement for the future." 
Nite Rally Tips 
Off Hoop Parade 
Tip off the greatest basketball 
season in Regis history tonight! 
The starting whistle will blow at 
7:30 P.M., and all loyal Regis stu-
dents will gather on the campus 
to whDop up "Tip Off Nite." The 
band will be playing, cheerleaders 
yelling, basketball players giving 
short speeches, and 500 students 
howling for another great season. 
It will be the biggest noise since 
Lee Williams, so be sure to come! 
After the rally there will be a 
free dance for all in the gym. 
Bring your girl, wife, or baby sit-
ter, but BE THERE! And wear 
your levis! 
Student Retreat 
On Jan. 8, 4, 5, 6 Fr. John J. 
Quirk, S.J., will conduct the an-
nual Regis Retreat. 
All Catholics must attend, 
and non-Catholics are invited. 
Day students who take eve-
ning classes must attend those 
classes during the retreat. 
CAMPUS QUEEN, Miss Anne Delaney, Delta Sig choice for the Coronation Ball held December 5, in the 
Rainbow Ballroom. 
·-
Regis Profs Take To 
Air On Communism 
Communism was the topic of 
discussion on the American Legion 
Forum of the Air Tuesday, Nov. 
29. Fr. W. B. Faherty, S.J., and 
Mr. F. Van Valkenburg of the 
Regis History faculty took part 
in the discussion on KVOD under 
the auspices of the American Le-
gion Wickersham Post. 
Fr. Faherty suggested correction 
of our own racial unfairness as an 
!l-ntidote to Russian propaganda 
against America on this score. Mr. 
Van Valkenburg handled the po-
litical viewpoint of Communism, 
stressing the social program of 
moderate socialists vs. the revo-
lutionary program of the Com-
munists. 
Previously, on Thanksgiving day 
over station KLZ, Fr. Faherty 
gave a Thanksgiving talk stress-
ing gratitude for the prosperity 
of this country in contrast to the 
destitute conditions in many for-
eign countries. 
Dan Mahoney Wins 
Denver Post Prize 
"That Earthquake Man," a fea-
ture story of the Nov. 24 issue of 
the B. & G., won for Dan Ma-
honey first prize in The Denver 
Post-Denham theater "Chicago 
Deadline" contest. Dan's descrip-
tion of the work of the Regis seis-
mograph and Fr. J . Downey, S.J., 
who operates it, triumphed over 
the many hundreds of stories ·sub-
mitted in the contest. 
Congratulations, Dan! Your 
story was great and certainly de-
served the $25.00 prize. We are 
proud of you. 
' 
Active Catholic Frat 
Arouses Campus Spirit 
The Regis student body is split wide open. The break came 
to a head when a meeting was held in the Carroll Hall lounge 
Monday afternoon, Nov. 21, t o explain and discuss the newly 
formed Alpha Delta Gamma fraternity. Bill Diss, the Student 
Council president, presided, while J. V. rowe and Mike Mc-
Greevy of the A.D.G. answer ed questions fired at them by Ed 
Schaded, J ohn Tamburello and Ted Chiono. 
Fraternity States Aims ------- -------
J. v. Crowe, president of the They feel - tha t t hose students 
"Alpha Delts," stated that the pur- t urned down for membership may 
pose of the organization is pri- a ttempt to organize a faction 
marily to boost Regis. Since the aga inst the A.D.G. The result 
present clubs have not shown t he would be a problem plaguing many 
drive necessary to promote large- schools in t he country for years-
.scale activities, this group wants "cliques" within the st udent body. 
to secure the services of the . "ac- Everyone ag rees tha t anything 
tive" members of the student body which enhances t he greater honor 
and carry out projects too big for and glory of Regis should be sup-
the present organizations to han- ported. So far the "Alpha Delts" 
die. They illustrated this in the have enacted measures that do 
fact that they plan to publish an help R egis, but in doing so have 
Alumni Newsletter, and have al- caused a split in the student body. 
ready sent an eight-page basket- At the time of this writing it ap-
ball program to the printers. It pears that the opposition is not a 
might be added that their Corona- periodic squawk , but is gaining 
tion Ball candidate received some momentum. Many were antago-
of the finest publicity seen on the nized because the fraternity went 
campus. over the head of the Student Coun-
' cil in order to get recognition on 
- Opposition Lists Grievances the ·campus. 
The opposition disagrees with 
this group on the grounds that: The Question 
the skimming off of the "active" The controversy is not one that 
students into one group will re- can be definitely defined, or else 
suit in the decadence of the present it would be much simpler to ex-
clubs; that the name "social fra- plain: The major point is : we 
ternity" might override the objec- have a group of progressive stu-
tive of "service fraternity;" and dents wanting to help Regis. Do 
that a great difficulty will arise they therefore need t o affiliate 
as to the choosing of "active" stu- with a national fraternity to sue-
dents and "non-active" students. ceed in their aims? 
As the jewel-bedecked gold 
crown was placed upon her brow, 
she whispered almost inaudibly 
that she "could hardly believe it." 
Those present believed it, however, 
as was expressed by their ovation 
given the queen and her entire 
court. 
Arm bouquets of red and white 
carnations were carried by the 
eleven attendants, w h o w ere 
gowned in pastel formals. Queen 
Anne was attired in a pastel 
formal over which she wore the 
long, white cape of the queen, and 
carried an arm bouquet of r ed 
roses. 
The largest crowd ever to attend 
a Coronation Ball danced to the 
tunes of Lee Williams and his 
wonderful "Stepping Tone Music." 
Lee captured the hearts of all 
with his arrangements which were 
enhanced by the singing of his 
Glee Club, Ronnie Bartley, and 
John Beecher. 
Regis Guild Sponsors 
Jesuit Yuletide Party 
At Christmas time we want to 
be with our dear ones. So do the 
fathers and mothers of boys in the 
Jesuit Order. But they can't. For 
this reason the Regis Guild, under 
the direction of Father Stephen 
Krieger, S.J., holds its annual 
Christmas party. Its members are 
the Jesuit relatives. 
For Sunday evening, Dec. 18, at 
8 P.M., a sparkling program has 
been arranged. The Jesuit Choir, 
led by Mr. R. DeRouen, S.J., will 
carol of the Christ Child. The tal-
Ad Jesum Per Mariam 
Reception for Our Lady's Sodality 
Dec. 9-Regis Chapel-9:15A.M. 
ented Ihrer family again will en-
tertain, and Miss Claire McMen-
amy play and recite. Other noted 
singers will be Miss Agnes Cazin, 
and Miss Jean Peck, the latter of 
HMS Pinafore fame. A piano re-
cital will again be given by Miss 
Margaret McCallin. The engaging 
Regis High entertainer is Richard 
Smith, who will dance; while Joe 
Albi of the college will mystify 
with his tricks. 
And, to top it all, "The Jolly 
Corks" (the ' E lk Lodge No. 17 
version of Spike Jones) once more 
will regale the delighted guests 
with their old favor it es and crazy 
antics. 
Student Activities 
DEC. 5-9 - Comp re h e ns i v e 
Exams. 
DEC. 8-Holiday (Day & Night 
School) . 
DEC. 9 - After I a s t class, 
Christmas holidays begin. 
DEC. 18-Regis Guild Party. 
DEC. 21 - Annual Party for 
Faculty and Guests. 
JAN. 2-Holiday. 
JAN. 8-6-Retreat. 
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What Is Headline News? 
It started out to be a routine meeting of the Staff of the 
Brown and Gold, but it ended up in a blaze of ''yeas'' and 
''nays.'' And a most interesting and rewarding meeting it was. 
It seems that there is some dissension among the student body, 
~nd on _our staff, over the policy of the B. & G. this year. Why, 
m two mstances, were alumni, even though prominent members 
of the clergy, given front page headlines ? Why weren't student 
activities given the coveted spot ? This is a student publication, 
not an alumni bulletin. 
Still Lit tle St. Regis? 
My answer is: Until last year, when our basketball team 
skyrocketed Regis to athletic fame, we had been known as ''Little 
St. Regis" (with a hard "g "). Even --....many people in our own 
city of Denver didn't know there was a college on the north 
side of town. Students came to Regis, attended classes, gradu-
ated, and that was that. What became of them after gradl'tation 
was known by only a few. In the minds of many we seemed to 
have been overshadowed by nearby institutions. 
And yet all tihis for no justifiable reason. For our scholastic 
st anding, our faculty, and our alumni rated high long before 
basketball fame. Now they are even better. · 
Who Is the College? 
But, since the occasional starring of alumni is in question, 
who r eally constitute a college or university ? Its student body, 
to be sure. ,Yet they are only a part, though a vital part. F or 
the faculty and, yes, the alumni, are certainly parts t oo. Much 
as when you leave home, you are still part of the family. Is it 
not necessary, then, for a college newspaper to emphasize all 
three? yes, we could remain provincial and concentrate solely 
on campus news. But, in the spirit of other far-sighted colleges, 
we prefer to broaden our horizons, to expand beyond 50th and 
Lowell, to become interested in affairs that are concerned with 
us, yet extend beyond our immediate boundaries. 
Why Blow Our Horn? 
And vice versa, we want other people to hear about us t oo. 
Those who may still think we are a seminary or some small insig-
nificant school. Let them realize what a fine Catholic institution 
of learning we have. Let them know that we as Regis students 
and Catholic men (and now women) are interested in nat ional 
and diocesan as well as "hallway" affairs. 
The B. & G. goes out to more than 200 colleges ·and univer-
sities throughout the country. Besides the student circulation, 
many copies are sent to our scattered alumni, and these copies 
are read by many others. Why not let these people know we 
have something out here; that men from our college would be 
a credit to any university in the world? 
What Is Banner News? 
As for the position of such ''news,'' should it be in the head-
line, or should it be below the fold?. In only one edition of the 
paper did we take the entire banner head for other than actual 
campus news, and that was for Regis men who had received an 
honor-a PAPAL honor. All other headlines, either one or two, 
have been about campus activities. We have placed all important 
student news on the front page, and have had as many pictures 
as was financially possible. 
WheTe Go Fr om Here? 
We intend to continue with this policy. If something comes 
up that is related to the school, and that we feel is more impor-
tant than a local activity, it will receive a banner head, thus 
helping us t o expand, to become bigger , t o broaden our horizons, 
to help " Little St. Regis" get out of the diminutive category in 
which it has been so erroneously placed. 
- The Editor. 
~ * ~ * ~  
The Stall of the Brown and Gold I 
Wish You 
Every Blessing From the Christ Child 1 
and Mother Mary ~ 
~ * ~ * ~~~~ 
THE BROWN AND GOLD 
Deep in the heart of each Amer-
ican Catholic is devotion to Our 
Lady and her Immaculate Concep-
tion. And this not solely because 
the Blessed Virgin is the Patroness 
of America. 
The Blue Lady 
Even the very · early history of 
our country attests to this beau-
tiful devotion. Centuries before we 
were a nation, the Mexicans of the 
Southwest honored "The Blue 
Lady." For love of his Heavenly 
Queen, the devout discoverer of 
the Americas, Christopher Colum-
bus, named his flagship the Santa 
Maria. When that intrepid Jesuit 
missionary and explorer, Father 
Marquette, discovered the· Missis-
sippi river, he named it the River 
of the Immaculate Conception. 
And was it not therefore truly 
Mary's Land to which migrated 
the early Lord Calverts and the ac-
companying band of Jesuits? 
Dedicated to Mary 
Though always believed by the 
whole Church, only in 1854 at the 
world-wide Lateran Council was 
the Immaculate Conception of 
Mary solemnly declared a dogma 
of the Church. Then the Bishops 
of the United States, in the Sixth 
Provincial Council of Baltimore, 
dedicated our beloved country to 
the Blessed Mother, under this title 
of the Immaculate Conception. 
That is why we celebrate Decem-
ber 8. And that is why Mother 
Mary must, and does, have. a spe-
cial love for us, her American 
children. 
By COLIN J. GUTHRIE 
Crisp white snow covers the 
ground. The air is fresh and clean, 
while high overhead stars gleam 
brightly like millions of flashing 
zircons in the rich velvet canopy 
of the sky. The glow of candles 
and bulbs diffuses through the 
windows, spreading warmth and 
inviting the last stragglers from 
work and pleasure to come into 
their homes and relax among com-
forts of good food, gay surround-
ings, and family companionship. 
Only a few remain laggard, hur-
rying even so to accept the call of 
the cheerful windows. These few, 
bent on the last errands the world 
r equires before it relinquishes it-
self to the fullness of the subtle 
promise softly pervading the at-
mosphere, are laden with gaily 
wrapped parcels and mysterious 
shapes giving evidence of many 
strange secrets and delights soon 
to be unfolded. 
The Universe Awaits " 
Finally the last person is off the 
street. All is still; and the whole 
earth seems to sigh with a voice 
of relaxed contentment. The ex-
pectant hush of an earnest desire 
settles down. Families slowly 
settle into a subdued ;x>mmunion 
of souls, the soft forces of love 
and harmony attuning each heart 
to common pitch. The gay sparkle 
of tinsel, the flash of red and 
green, the attractive glow of 
lights, all the forces of gaiety and 
merry joy are muted in the self-
(Continued on Page 8) 
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Je Suis L'lmmaculee Conception 
By BOB PATTRIDGE . 
"Lourdes!" The loud speaker blared through the railroad station 
one still August morning last summer. Among the throng a bearded 
priest, a nervous schoolmarm, and a farm couple "?th callou~ed hands 
made huge, flowing signs of the cross. But for m e It was an mdividual 
pilgrimage while in Europe on an NSA tou~. 
Here was the French village wrapped m the Pyrenees-the same 
our Blessed Mother had chosen to r eveal herself to a 14-year-old 
peasant girl, Bernadette Soubirous. F ebrua_ry 11, 185~, was the first 
of 18 apparitions in a Grotto along the skippmg Gave River, apparitions 
in which Our Lady of Lourdes said, "Je suis I'Immaculee Conception." 
Come to Me ••• 
With faltering steps I walked 
into the cobblestone courtyard of 
the Hospital of Notre Dame. There 
still stretchers and inert · wheel 
chairs were ,&lustered, waiting to 
be taken with their ill cargoes to 
the baths and Grotto. The sick, 
lame, blind and orippled were 
there, expressing confident- smiles 
from sheet-white lips. Such faith! 
Those who had hands to clutch 
their beads exhibited fingers worn 
to the bone from counting the dec-
ades of the rosary. Trucks carried 
these faithful sufferers to the 
baths, while prayers echoed over 
the four-block route. 
Pilgrims by the thousands filled 
the majestic Basilica and stood a 
prayerful vigil for any miracle 
that He might grant. Near the 
baths, in front of the Grotto, and 
in the Church of the Rosary were 
meditating thankful people of all 
the world, paying tribute to St. 
Bernadette, the Virgin Mary, and 
to God. 
The Inner Miracle 
Limp forms, lifeless faces, and 
palsied bodies were shuttled into 
the baths and oame uut radiating 
a new-found peace and grace. They 
seemed to shout to the world;' "I 
have taken the waters at Lourdes." 
Walking over to the spring, I 
heard the clank of a cup which 
spilled water on the covered heads 
of petite French women. Firm 
hands showed firmer faith as they 
rubbed the water over f!'Jsteting 
sores and dim eyes. Sweet, deli-
cious water that flowed to heal 
the world i!ecause our Blessed 
Mother told a simple maid to drink 
from a fountain. 
His Benediction 
Those who could walk through 
the Grotto honored Our Lady with 
vigil candles and loving kisses on 
the stone where she appeared. 
Quiet stretchers capped w i t h 
rounded umbrellas appeared in the 
courtyard in front of the Basilica 
for Benediction. Frigid English-
men removed their hats; Catholics 
of all nations knelt as a distant 
bell tinkled. Priests of all orders 
moved along in -the procession. 
How many spiritual miracles were 
performed in those minutes? 
"Oh, Lord, I am sick," a smooth 
voice murmured from the loud-
speaker, and a bevy of voices re-
sponded. 
"Oh, Lord, I am blind," whis-
pered the speaker, and sightless 
people echoed the cry. 
"Say only the word and I shall 
be healed," pleads the happy, con-
fident throng. 
Carry the Cross 
Barefooted believers climb Cal-
vary behind the Basilica to make 
the Stations of the Cross. Their 
bleeding feet thread down the 
jagged mountain for the night de-
votions. Marching with lighted 
candles, pilgrims carry as a stand-
-ard bearer thE( green of Eire, or 
the red of Nancy, France. Voices 
rise clear and triumphant from 
throats as thousands sing "Ave, 
Ave Maria." 
A grimy train left powdery puffs 
in the night air as I pulled out 
from Lourdes for Bordeaux. The 
satisfying ring of "St. Bernadette, 
pray for us . . . Our Lady of 
Lourdes, pray for us," sounded in 
my ears as the Gothic-lined Ca-
thedral faded among the green 
range of mountains- all mean-
ing Lourdes and the appearance 
of a lady whom St. Bernadette 
said was "Lovelier than I have 
ever seen." 
"CalL 9L ]JLil.aMJ1t," 9#- 'IJ.o.LL Will~ 
]~ §~ Cilli.Q.~J tJJidn 'L ]JUn.k. So 
By ARTH'UR GAINES 
Psychology-be it an art or a 
science-is certainly a word on 
everyone's lips. When a publish-
ing house issues a novel with · a 
balanced psychoanalytic approach 
and to which the Christophers give 
a $15,009__award, it's time to perk 
up our ears and to open our eyes. 
Further-when the book itself, 
Call It Treason, by George Howe, 
is a readable war story, devoid of 
pious syrup and filled with mascu-
line realities, it's time to start 
reading. 
Return of Romance 
Just after the war none of us 
thought romance could ever again . 
cling to Rhine waters, German for-
ests, or French villages. By now 
Old Man Time has done something 
-not to the stuff they call Europe; 
but to us. The story of Germany 
before the end overflows with for-
gotten things we never then really 
knew: the warmth of the Bavar-
ians, the venerable ivy at Heidel-
berg, the unbombed church in 
Mannheim . ... 
Riches-Risk-Faith 
The book details three motives 
that led German prisoners of war 
to volunteer for service behind 
their own lines as spies for the 
American Army-"Riches and risk 
and faith." One of each was in-
volved in the mission described in 
this book, in which three men were 
dropped by parachute across the 
Rhine ahead of the advancing 
Americans: the Tiger , a Commu-
nist with a greed for power and 
wealth ; Paluka, a carefree dare-
devil looking only for adventure; 
and finally Happy, the son of a 
Berlin doctor, who knew that by 
risking his life he could hasten 
the day when the Nazi evil wquld 
be ended. 
Call It Treason is a real and 
moving adventure in our modern 
world, involving personal danger 
and individual courage as stirring 
as any ever invented in spy ro-
mances. 
In your library: Call It Treason, 
by George Howe (N.Y.: The Vik-
ing Press, 1949), $3.00. 
r!§ __ _ -=--0 
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THE POLI-CE AND I 
By MARGARET SZIIOH 
1[j} OLICE FRIGHTEN ME. They never 
~ were m or e than monitors of the law 
until I broke a law. Now the mere 
glimpse of a whitish car- Ford, Chevrolet 
or Stanley Steamer-sends my hea rt to my 
throa t; it first stains my face a brilliant 
scarlet , then leaves it a "squad-car white." 
Even my fingers tingle with a sudden , 
m oment ary numbness. "Snow-white" in-
duces a muscular r ea ction a s spontaneous 
as the doct or's hammer tap on the knee 
-my foot jerks to the brake. 
I thought I ha d conquered this fear, but 
it happened again early last Friday night: 
the cops sent m y blood pressure soaring. 
The night was black , and the horizon to 
the E ast was oblitera t ed by its blackness. 
Stars, like sparks of hot steel suspended in 
a vacuum, illuminated the w estern sky 
which ended in a jagged line atop the 
mountain r ange. This I observed as I drove 
R oute 85-87 to home and Colorado Springs 
for the week end. 
"RIBBON OF DEATH" 
But I couldn't a llow myself the luxury of 
indulging in too much of this lofty ex-
!Regis ~aLLege - 'Denver, ~olorado 
]JJ WloiJzllJL ~ ... 
IMMACULATELY CONCEIVED 
"Whert or i n laude, as I best can or ?nay, 
Of t hee, and of the w hyte l i ly flour 
Which that thee ba1·, and i s a m ayde alway, 
To t elle a stm·ie I wo l do m y labour; 
Not that I ?nay enc1·esen hi1· honour; 
Fm· she hi r-se lf is hon om·, and t he 1·ote 
Of bount ee, n ext hir sone, and sou les bot e.- " 
Wh er efore in praise, as I best can 01· may, 
Of Thee, and of the W hite L i l y-Flower 
Who bo1·e Th ee, and eve1· 1·e1nained a maid, 
I wi ll do my best to t ell a story ,· 
Not that I ?nay i nc1·ease H er honor; 
Fo1· She H e1·self is H onor, and the root 
Of bount y and soul's healing, next t o Her Son.-
rrf 
(By Geoffrey Chaucer, from " The P rior ess's I nvocation ," in The Cante r bury T a les. ) 
LAST MINUTE 
SHOPPING 
LEAVING 
MOTH-ER and DAD 
By WADE KILBRIDE 
hilaration because other motorists along TOMORROW IS CHRISTMAS. What a 
the grimly named "ribbon of death" might relief to have all the shopping fin-
f eel the same: and someone had to keep his ished. Quietly I closed the door to 
By MARGARE T NOLAN 
llT WAS DARK in the bus. I f I leaned against the cold windowpane I could see the familiar farm homes go by like 
visions from a dream. The sky was clear; 
the moon was shining on the snow il-
luminating the countryside. Each glimpse 
reminded m e of w inter scenes on pictu r-
f eet on the ground, or rather, his wheels my room to perform the secret ritual of 
on the road. H ow ever, in spite of my good wrapping the gifts. Suddenly a horrible 
intentions, my• day-dreaming that night thought dashed in my mind. I realized I 
was punctuated by very little reality on had ·nothing to give my brother-in-law. 
that 2-hour drive at a calm, monotonous, Disheartened I slumped into a chair to 
legal 50 miles per hour. grieve over my misfortune. I must face 
Sooner than I expected, I was confronted it, another trip to the Christmas battle-
with a '30 mile" m arker-a warning to re- ground of Chicago's department stores. 
duce my speed beca use I was in t4e city But"What could I buy for him? Cuff links? 
and almost at home. That last mile. At , No. Toiletries? He had plenty. Oh well, 
that point I soloed: "The last mile home I would decide on my 'way downtown. 
is the longest mile," wondering why no 
one wrote the song long ago. My reverie 
was interrupted by a brilliant flash in my 
rear view mirror, and from habit I moved 
out of the line of reflected fire, wishing 
the driver behind m e would dim his lights. 
But no, it flashed again. 
THE LAW! 
A siren wailed and so did I : THE PO-
LICE! And a gain that feeling of panic! 
My knees trembled; my heart sktpped a 
beat as it tried to rush past my throat in-
to my mouth; my face burned with a quick 
f ever. Only my brain raced ahead at 
double speed : "Can my budget stand it? 
I'll have to stall off the AAA insurance 
man. This is the third time . . . What is the 
fine for the third offense?" 
My mind cat a pulted to the accident ·a 
year ago when a brake failure ruined a 
1948 Dodge. I got off without a fine that 
time. . . . Then I r ecalled the incident 8 
months ago when the cops said I was do-
ing 70. I couldn't argue that time--my 
speedomet er was br oken and my hurry 
to be on time for a date in The Springs 
cost m e $8. "And. now again! This time 
I am speeding in the city! . .. $10 for every 
mile over 30. How fast was I going?" 
THE WORKS! 
COMFORTS OF HOME 
Hurriedly I dressed and raced four blocks 
to catch the 10:21 train to the loop. As 
I puffed into the station I was caught in 
a human whirlpool; evidently hundreds of 
other people were catching the 10:21. I 
was pushed, jostled, and ' finally squashed 
into a corner of the train. Being able to 
free one hand, I located my cigarettes. 
A kind person in the same predicament 
provided me with a light in exchange for 
a cigarette. Perched on one leg like a 
crane, my thoughts turned to my imme-
diate problem, what to buy my bother-in-
law. I was awakened from my department 
store nightmare by a sharp pain. I shud-
dered, then politely smiled and exclaimed, 
"Sir, would you mind, that's my foot 
you're standing on." The pressure relieved, 
I returned to my thoughts which were 
again suddenly interrupted. "Van Burennn 
. . . Van Burennnn," wailed the conduc-
tor. The next station was mine. The train 
shrieked to an abrupt stop; doors flew 
open; and the mad rush was on again. 
Everyone whirling, dashing, pushing to g et 
out that door! Staggering forward in front 
(Conti nued on Page 5) 
' 
esque greeting ca rds. / 
"There'll Roberta's house," I thought. "I 
must stop this," I said to myself. I sniffed 
and pretended t o blow my nose, but made 
a quick dab a t m y eyes. I r easoned, "I 
don't want this woman next to me to see 
my tears . . . probably knows I'm a Ra-
gan girl . . . she might t ell Mother rrr-r." 
The name stuck in m y m ind. Tears de-
termined to be shed seeped through m y 
tightly closed eyelids. I sensed a sickness 
to my stomach and the awareness of this 
scared me. "If I don't get ahold of myself 
I'll get sick. I'll have t o leave the 'bus at 
Columbus Junction, and the folks will have 
to come after m e." The thought of su ch 
a scene and the humilia tion it would be-
stow upon me froze my emotions-but only 
for a moment. 
'BYE TO ALL THAT 
Rationalizing, I tried t o remember a ll the 
new and wonderful s ights wait ing for me 
in Chica go. I thought of my two sisters 
whom I would. be living with and the money 
I could make. Though I had convinced all 
my friends of the exciting life ahead of me, 
I failed to convince m yself a t this time. 
I looked down at the new coat Mother 
and Da d had given m e. "It's warm. P er-
haps I should take it off and hold it. 
Wouldn't be so hard on it ." 
Painfully I r emembered Mother's sweet-
ness and Dad's g oodheartedness. With a 
sense of guilt I heard, for the first time it 
seem ed, all of their offers: "Finish Junior 
( Continu ed on Page 4) 
By that time I was setting my hand 
brake, and park ed on the right side of the 
road. Through the fast descending window 
I heard a pleasant : SANTA AT OUR HOUSE 
"Good evening, Miss. What's the hurry?" 
"Going home, officer," I quavered. "I 
didn't r ealize I was speeding." Contrary to 
all I've heard about the police in this town, 
I ha d en counter ed for the third time, a 
courteous, pleasant, .and yes, charming of-
ficer of the law. He lectured me mildly and . 
inspected my operator's license as my mind 
cover ed other points, fast, doing mental 
calcula tions at electronic calculator speed. 
"Yes I'm sure you observed the limits on 
the highway," he continued, "and I realize 
it is hard to cut your speed so quickly. But 
you know the speed limit in the city is 
30." And on, and on, and on. " . .. and if 
you will . drive carefully, observing the 
sp eed limit, you will do yourself a favor 
and m e a f avor. Good night." 
HEAVENLY REPRIEVE 
Whew! My h eart r eturned to its proper 
location as assigned to it in the anatomy, 
the palsy left my knees, and my fever 
subsided. I don't r em ember starting the 
car to resume my journey, but I know I 
turned off the highway onto the first side-
street out of any possible police beat. I 
was still shaking when, one mile and twen-
ty minutes later, I r eached home. 
By DICK CONNOR 
C HRISTMAS EVE, in those years when my brothers and I were young enough ( and lucky enough) to believe in 
Santa Claus, was 'The' night at our house. 
Oh, there were other times, like Halloween, 
and the night before school let out for the 
summer, that were pretty big nights for us. 
But none held the flavor that Christmas 
Eve did. It was a night without peer. 
It began after the dishes were done. First 
of all, we laid out a slab of 'punkin' pie 
for Santa, to give him the strength to 
complete his rounds. After this little ritual 
was finished, we were all bundled up and 
sent to our grandfather's house. 
This trip was always a great adventure, 
for Santa might be on his annual trip down 
any chimney we strained our eye at. The 
night seemed a little larger, the stars a 
little closer and brighter, and the air a bit 
more crisp on that night than on any other 
night in the year. The snow would squeak 
in protest as we hurried on. 
After arriving at Grandad's, the first 
thing we would do was call home, hoping 
that that rotund little gentleman from the 
North had made his visit. Aft er learning 
he hadn't, we would then proceed to call 
every f ive minutes until we learned he had. 
Then bedlam would break loose. A m ad 
scramble for coats, scarves, mittens, and 
caps would ensue. And then everyone, 
grandparents and all, w ould pile into my 
grandad's car and streak for home. 
Skidding up to the curb at home, we 
would spill out and dash up · the steps, 
through the front door and- ther e it was ! 
That big, green, glittering tree, its base 
buried by glistening white packages. Then 
began a period of "Hot Dog's!" and "Man 
oh man's!" as those packages revealed their 
hoped-for contents. 
Following a considerable period of put-
ting our gifts to good use, we would be 
hustled, protesting, off to bed. Dimly, 
through the halls of half-awake conscious-
ness, we would hear the rustle of tissue 
paper as our parents and grandparents 
cleaned up the debris and laughed quietly 
among themselves. Christmas Eve, with 
its anticipation, longing, and final joy, was 
over for another year. 
_.._~----- --~------~------~---
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WHAT IS LOVE? 
By ALFRE D LAMBRECHT 
0 UR IDEAS OF LOVE have deterio-rat ed. We have condensed that beau-tiful human passion into one small 
capsule that is easy to take, but which 
causes terrible repercussions. 
Let us pause and inspect this t er m. 
LOVE-What is it? I s it only the a ttrac-
tion between man and woman ? I s there 
only one phase of love? Is it, as the philos-
ophers say, the source of all activity? 
SELF-LOVE 
The baby in a crib-does he possess love? 
Cert ainly he does. He is in the phase of 
love known as Self-Love. He is in' love with 
his own toes and fingers. He is completely 
engrossed in his own body and its move-
ments. See how he cries when he is hungry 
or uncomfortable. He is completely selfish. 
LOVE OF KIND 
That group of boys playing cops and 
robbers. They would scoff at you and think 
you crazy if you told them that they are 
in love, yet-they are in love with each 
other. This phase of love is known as the 
Love of Kind, or tb..e Gang Stage. At this 
period the boys do not wish to have any-
thing to do with girls. "Aw, girls are 
sissies. Who wants to play with them?" 
LOVE OF OPPOSITE 
Then there is the third phase of love--
The Love of Opposite. This is the boy-
meets-girl period. This is the tenderest and 
most painful (and most beautiful) stage. 
True romance, the basis of permanent love. 
We in our cynical age have even debased 
this captivating phase of love. What scene 
radiates more goodness, kindness and 
warmth than that of two young people 
strolling down the golden, autumn-leaved 
street, deeply in love with each other and 
with their yearning for life? Surely this 
scene has the touch of God about it. 
L OVE OF F AMILY 
Next comes the Love of Family. In this 
s tage, the love of person for person is 
spr ead out to include the part of them-
selves which lives because of them in other 
people. Father, Mother and Children. The 
children live because of them, and of God. 
What greater expression of love is there 
than to be Co-Creators with God. To dif-
fuse their love, through themselves, into 
other people's lives for the greater glory of 
God! This leads to love of community, 
country, and universe. 
LOVE OF COUNTRY 
Love of Country? This is the phase of 
love known as Patriotism. This is based 
on a way of li:(e, a common culture, a 
similar heritage, and a sense of preserving 
t he sources of the good life. Why did many 
persons fight during the last war? Be-
cause they were drafted? Possibly, but I 
believe that they fought for the common 
heritage that we all benefit from. The 
Greek discovery of the dignity of man, the 
Christian revelation of compassion, the Ro-
man rule of law, the Frenchman's intellec-
tual integrity, and our own evolving Anglo-
Saxon theory of the equality of political, 
social and economic opportunity. This is 
our heritage, and it gives us our unity as 
free men. 
LOVE OF GOD 
The eighth phase is the source of all 
loving-the Love of God. This is the final 
love t he acknowledgment of the Creator, 
t he personal love of the maker of life. This 
is why people lay down their lives that 
other people might live-the Martyrs, the 
Saints and especially Christ Himself. 
Therefore it seems to me that love is 
never a static thing. It must keep widen-
ing out, broadening, including more and 
more. Of course t his broaden ing depends 
on wisdom humility and observation . Also 
on act ive 'participat ion. One must begin 
with oneself, lose oneself in other-love, and 
a t t he end find t he intimate love of God 
for oneself. 
Growth is a living thing-it progresses. 
But the m an who doesn't grow is simply a 
case of arrested development. Many a dults 
have a child's outlook. They fa iled to make 
adjustments, they r efused to expand. And 
it seems t o m e that the modern "Holly-
w ood" t ype of love has contr ibuted to 
causing people to r emain dormant in the 
Third Phase (Love of Opposite) . 
Therefore we must show people that love 
is not only "an itching at the heart that 
one cannot scratch ," but that it is an all-
engr ossing thing; that it includes God, the 
Universe and all Mankind. 
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MONDAY 
QUARTERBACK 
By JOHN C. JEURINK 
~ IT AT HOME on Saturday afternoon 
~ when the weather is ripe for football, 
and his .A:lma Mater of '34 ill due to 
run wild? Not this guy, he's a rabid fan! 
Yes, sir, he will be perched on that hard 
plank, high up on the fifty-yard line, cheer-
ing lustily. . 
With booming voice that fairly shakes 
the walls of his modest Spanish bungalow, 
the rather plump, and very excited arm-
chair quarterback, urges his companions 
to get a move on because he doesn't want 
to miss the kick-off. Charging from room 
to room like a fullback with coat-tail fly-
ing, he starts to collect the essentials which 
he says are a "must" at any football game. 
First, ~e rainbow colored laprobe that 
keeps the chill from his toes, next his 
weighty tweed topcoat and pigskin gloves. 
Then follows the soft felt chapeau with 
its pheasant feather of torrid reds and 
pleasant tones of brown and tan. No, the 
outfit wouldn't be complete without that 
hat as it sits on the back of his head in 
true oollege style of '34. 
Plowing through a small hall desk, he 
comes up with an overgrown red pencil 
that's pretty well chewed, and the small, 
slightly worn black notebook he has car-
ried for five seasons now. That's supposed 
to house his statistics. So far only the 
first page has been used, because he usu-
ally gets a little too overheated and forgets · 
all about the statistics. 
MORE "MUSTS" 
Impatiently he waits for the rest of the 
crowd and nervously fumbles through the 
already bulging pockets of his blue plaid 
suit, taking inventory of his stock of cig-
arettes, matches, tickets, money, house and 
car keys. Suddenly an expression of utter 
loss comes over him. Pivoting like a quar-
terback working off the "T," he runs a 
beautiful end-around into the little woman's 
spotless kitchen. Ah, there it is! Yes, he 
hit pay dirt in the form of the well-worn 
flask that has attended so many bruisers 
with him. 
After what seems like an hour to him, 
he and his merry companions are in the 
big, black Buick, threading their way 
through the howling traffic in the direc-
tion of the stadium. Ah, the endless. stream 
of cars is moving right along now. Why, 
with luck he can still look over the line-up 
in the official program and analyze the 
situation before game time. 
No sir, you can't trust the local papers 
these days to figure out a football game. 
Why, the guys who write the sport page 
don't know a line buck from an off-tackle 
smash. But Joe, that's different; he knows 
football inside out. Why, he played in '34, 
didn't you know? 
* * * MY TRUE LOVE 
By JOHN McCAFFREY 
LOVE IS THE giving-of oneself to an-other. When the giving is more com-plete, so is the love more complete. 
We as humans usually think of three love 
relationships: between God and ourselves, 
between friends and ourselves, and between 
ourselves and relatives (wives being rela-
tives). To the ordinary person love is pri-
marily connected with courtship a.nd mar-
riage. It is usually a non-definable term; 
but to the person experiencing it, love can 
be explained in terms of his action. 
For my part love is manifested at a very 
early hour in the morning when our little 
boy cries out for nothing and my wife 
goes to his assistance, thereby letting me 
sleep longer. Her self-sacrifice is wonder-
ful, and I love her for it. Or take the case 
· where I look for yesterday's paper from 
one end of the house to the other and, not 
finding it, ask my wife where it might be. 
She says, sweetly, of course, "Why it's in 
the waste-basket, DARLING (with empha-
sis)." So I dig in, tossing out Gerber baby 
food cans by the handful. There it is, wet, 
wrinkled and messy. So I straighten it out, 
-very cheerfully, of course, because I love 
my wife. 
Even after our little arguments which 
aren't so little, we feel that perhaps t~e 
whole thing wasn't worth the bad feeling; 
so we make up. We agree on so many 
things. Why not therefore try to do so 
even then? If we give-in a little, we can 
meet on common ground. The giving-in can 
be difficult, but ever so good. 
Just when a person can become morally 
helpful to another it would be hard to put 
into words, but at least in marriage one 
should feel a spiritual lift from his 
partner's influence.' I feel very much like 
the man who complimented his wife by 
saying, "When I get to Heaven I may be 
somewhat of a stranger but, as for my wife, 
God will look at her and say: 'Oh, we've 
met before; we're very good friends'." 
LITERARY SUPPLEMENT BROWN AND GOLD 
MY FIRST MIDNIGHT MASS 
By ETHEL C. SHORT 
CHRISTMAS EVE of nineteen-twenty-six was beautiful as in song and story. Snow had been falling quietly 
for several days, and covered the entire 
landscape lil~e a soft white blanket. I had 
been invited to attend Midnight Mass, and 
this evening made a splendid setting for 
what I thought would be a thrilling ex-
perience. As we walked toward the church, 
the moonlight was reflected by millions of 
diamonds on the snow, and the trees were 
like white ghosts with many arms. 
I was rather worried how I should 
act in a Roman Catholic church. I had 
heard that Catholics kept bobbing up and 
down during the service, mumbling and 
crossing themselves in a• mystifying man-
ner. When I voiced my anxiety, my friend 
said for me to do as I wished, except to 
stand during the Gospel. 
As we neared the church, I was amazed 
to see crowds of worshipers approaching-
and it was only eleven o'clock! We were 
given seats very near the front. My first 
impression was of candles-dozens of them 
tall, majestic candles, ordinary candles 
in window wreaths, and myriads of small 
candles in red glasses. There was also 
that which I learned later was a crib, in 
which the small oriental figures were suf-
fused with a soft blue light. I was rather 
stunned by the beauty of it all, but was 
afraid to gaze around because of the devo-
tional attitude of everyone near me. I 
could not help comparing all this to a 
Christmas service in my own church, with 
glaring lights, whispered conversations and 
a general air of festivity. · 
0 HOLY NIGHT ... 
In the dim light, and to a background of 
soft organ music, I could almost see the 
many prayer,s ascending to Heaven. Soon 
the choir began singing familiar carols, 
whicli continued until midnight. The music 
stopped momentarily, and altar boys in 
white surplices entered from the sacristy, 
followed by the priest, robed in white. The 
Mass began, the choir singing Gounod's 
"St. Cecelia," and I was spellbound. 
The sermon was the simple story of the 
Christ Child, briefly and beautifully told, 
but obviously incidental to a mysterious 
rite which was approaching a climax. 
When Communion was offered, I realized 
that this was the whole purpose of the 
Mass. Communicants thronged to the 
altar rail, and I felt very much left out. 
In an air of sanctity, the Mass ended, the 
priest and altar boys left the altar, and 
the choir began "0 Holy Night" for the 
recessional. 
As I was leaving, I knew in my heart 
that, someday, I would become a Roman 
Catholic. 
dltz.. ea.m.Jl., UnhJ ~ (J.w.n, ••• 
THE FIRST CHRISTMAS DAY 
Blessed art thou among women, 
And blessed is the fruit of thy womb •• 
My soul doth magnify the Lora: ..• 
Because he that is mighty hath done 
great things to me: ana holy is his name. 
Joseph, tear not to take unto thee Mary thy wife, 
For that which is conceivea in her is of 
the Holy Ghost. 
And she shall bring forth a s·on: 
Ana thou shalt call his name Jesus . . 
And thou, Bethlehem Ephrata, art a little one 
among the thousands ot Juaa: 
Out of thee shall he come forth unto me 
that is to be the ruler in Israel: 
Ana his going forth is from th.e beginning, 
from the aays of eternity. 
Lift up your gates, 0 ye princes, and be ye lifted up, 
0 eternal gates: 
And the King of Glory shall enter in . • 
Ana • .• the Holy 'which shall be bo1·n of thee 
shall be callea the Son of Goa . •.• 
Ana of his kingdom there shall be no ena. 
Ana 
She •.. wrapped him up in swadaling clothes, 
Ana laid him in a manger . • 
THE RAMBLER 
By H. ANONYMOUS ALGER 
n UNDERSTAND THAT Fr. Stauffen has asked the students of his Christian Marriage class to submit contributions 
to the Brown and Gold on any subject" they 
wish to write on-if they feel so inclined. 
Under the protection of such an invitation, 
I herewith submit the ramblings and va-
garies my mind has been indulging in this 
evening. 
Never before have I written for a paper; 
probably I never shall again. But for a 
long time I have harbored . the secret am-
bition to sit down and scratch off a col-
umn, saying whatever it pleased me to 
say, at the same time being surrounded by 
the smugness of anonymity. 
PHILOSOPHY OF WRITING 
Before I go further, I think it would be 
good to let you have an inkling of my 
philosophy of writing. The gist of it is 
this: The Eighth Commandment was not 
made for bards. No man but a blockhead 
ever wrote except for money. I am trying 
desperately hard to justify my gratuitous 
action this evening by repeating to myself 
as I scribble, "The writers who have noth-
ing to say are the ones you can buy; the 
others have too high a price." However, 
the connotation just doesn't seem to fit me, 
so I reckon that to be content I'll have 
to call myself a blockhead. The remainder 
of the summary of my writing philosophy 
can be completed by the following two 
sentences: Only presidents, editors, and 
people with tapeworm have the right to use 
the editorial "We." The woods are full pf 
people who have learned to write but 
(Continuea on Page 5) 
LOCKED OUT 
By BILL BARRETT 
ONE NIGHT LAST week I came walk-ing home from a rather late session at the library--{:ranning for those 
exams. Turning the corner of our block, 
I noticed that the house was completely 
darkened, and I sensed immediately what 
was about to happen. Sure enough-my 
roommates had locked the door; I had for-
gotten my key; the landlady was gone 
for the evening; and I was out in the cold 
until someone else came home. I pulled a 
cigarette from the crumpled pack in my 
coat pocket and lit up while I · pondered 
how I should spend the time during my 
"exile." 
"Red and John must have gone to a 
show," I thought, "but why in the h-
did they have to look the door?" 
Actually the real question was why I 
had forgotten my key, but I was in no 
mood to be placing the blame on myself. 
I hadn't had my supper yet, and the 
thought of it waiting for me behind those 
locked doors only served to irritate me all 
the more. I was sure that someone's stu-
pidity was causing J;lly discomfort, but at 
the moment I was loathe to think it my 
own. 
NO REASON AT ALL 
"Can't see why they lock the door any-
way," I mumbled half aloud. "There isn't 
a darn thing in there that anyone would 
bother stealing." 
That line of reasoning continued until 
I finally gave up feeling sorry for myself 
and began hunting for something to occupy 
the time. 
(Continued on Page 5) 
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CHRISTMAS IN 
LATIN AMERICA 
By EDWARD J. RIVAS 
WITH INCREASING restlessness the early comers wait for the rest of the children to arrive at the home 
being honored by the night's festivities. 
There are quick swishes of skirts and rapid 
staccatos of heels as tlie ladies flitter about 
with last-minute preparations. 
In the yard the Pinata, a large pot-bellied 
earthen jug dressed with ribbons and crepe 
paper, and overflowing with varieties of 
Christmas fruits, nuts, and candies, hangs 
in its multicolored splendor, swinging heav-
ily, waiting for the blow that will explode 
its contents all over the yard. Several bas-
kets of fruit are bein'{~· jealously guarded in 
a corner of the yard until they, too, will 
have their contents spread throughout the 
lawn. On a table neat rows of colored 
candles wait for those little hands that will 
carry them during the procession. At long 
last, with a sigh of relief the proud but wor-
ried hostess gives the much-awaited signal, 
and the Posada gets underway. 
THE POSADA 
Behind every door leading into the yard 
a responsible adult is stationed. The chil-
dren and remaining adults, each with a 
lighted candle, go from door to door ask-
ing for lodging. · As the procession goes 
along its way, the litany of the Saints is 
sung, and the procession concludes with 
prayers at the last door. There is the 
manger, with a crib and the Infant Jesus. 
This marks the end of Mary and Joseph's 
hunt for lodging in Jerusalem, terminating 
likewist the religious aspect of the Posada. 
THE PINATA 
On the lawn a wide circle now forms 
around the Pinata. A teasing hand grasps 
the r5'pe from which the Pinata hangs, and 
makes it swing in a greater arc. A blind-
foJd is placed around the eyes of the young-
est child, who is then spun three times, giv-
en a cane, and then headed towards the 
Pinata. - After the youngest has three 
swings, the next oldest tries his luck; and 
.so on until, with a splattering crash, the 
' Pinata is broken. 
Fruit, nuts, candy and children cover 
the grass. Pockets bulge, and skirts are 
gathered to form a sack as each one tries 
to get his share of the spilled hoard. Again 
and again the lawn is filled with scattered 
fruit and the baskets are emptied, like 
buckets of water, during the Furia. A few 
more games will follow for the youngest 
children before going to bed. The older 
children will be allowed to dance until mid-
night. 
NO SANTA SOUTHWARD 
For nine days before Christmas there is 
a Posada. Every night is the same for 
_ the younger children, but for the older chil-
dren the last night of the Posada is closed 
with Midnight Mass on Christmas morning. 
There won't be any gifts on Christmas 
morning. St. Nicholas doesn't go south of 
the Rio Grande. On the sixth of January 
the Three Wise Men will come and fill the 
children's shoes with gifts. 
* Leaving Home 
(Continued from Page 3) 
College here at home, and you can have 
the car more often. . . . Give you more help 
financially . . . redecorate your room .•.. 
We'll all go to Chicago in the summer." 
But to no avail. These and even Mother's 
tears would not touch my cruel heart of 16 
years. I was determined-! was going to 
Chicago! "My. friends were gone--or go-
ing," I argued. "Junior College was an-
other. year of high school with the same 
teachers and in the same building," I re-
torted. "Washington, Iowa, is too small!" 
. BUT I LOVE IT 
"Yes," I thought, sitting back, "'tis 
small but I love it-guess because Mother 
and Dad are a part of it. I'm growing up 
· I'm older now-1'11 never offend them 
ag3;in. I'll make it up to them. I'll send 
their telegram first thing-right from the 
bus station." With thoughts so wise and 
profound, intentions so good, I slept-five 
hours to be exact . . It was 8 A.M. as we en-
tered Chicago. 
At the bus depot my sisters met me. For 
the next few hours, in an exciting whirl 
I gawked at State Street, rode the electric 
cars on Madison Ave., and the escalators 
(for the first time), skirted the Outer Drive 
and the lak&. Then glorious shopping at 
Marshall Fields and the Fair! 
Goo? grief! Twelve-thirty already'?l Only 
now did I remember Mother and Dad-and 
that promised telegram. The Big City had 
me. 
December 8, 1949 
MIKE FRIGHT 
By JOHN JEURINK 
THAT SNAPPY EARLY October morning in Colorado Springs was just about like any other as I pushed 
open the heavy white door, with the silver 
buffed letters that announced to all who 
passed that this was the home of radio 
station KRDO. 
Jean, one of the copy writers, was al-
ready hammering out a rhythm on her 
Royal as I entered the inner office. She 
flashed me her best Monday morning smile 
and with a little smirk nodded me on my 
way into the control room. -
As I stepped in, the familiar odor of 
heavy tobacco smoke and stale coffee left 
from the night before closed in upon me. 
:Max the engineer was in his usual early 
morning position, his feet propped up on 
the control panel, and slouched down in 
the high-backed, red leather swivel chair. 
He seemed only half there as he watched 
the lazy smoke from his none-too-sweet-
smelling pipe curl toward the upper strata 
of the room. He was only slightly aware 
of the speaker overhead spilling out the 
program of "canned" mountain music now 
in progress. Even the . backdrop of dials, 
buttons, lights, cords, and assorted para-
phernalia he tended and tinkered with to 
keep us on the air seemed of little im-
portance. 
Becoming aware of my entrance, he 
picked up a group of papers from the panel 
in front of him and pushed them over 
to me. "Here's the morning news, Jack. 
Look it over. You're on in the seven-thirty 
spot." 
Yes, the routine would be all the same, 
but this morning I was the little man in 
the glass cage, and the sour heavy feeling 
in the pit of my stomach ·told me that I 
would not have too long to wait. 
I entered the two-by-four announcer's 
booth and sat down hard on the rock-
soft chair in front of the microphone. I 
stared at the "mike" and it glared back at 
me, like a little silver box with a hundred, 
critical watching eyes. Trying to read that 
copy was like straining to follow the flight 
of a startled fawn, and my wide, popping 
eyes raced in vain to read it. 
Then it happened! Directly across from 
me on the cream-colored sound board wall 
the spear-like second hand of the clock, 
moon-faced, rested on thirty. The horrid 
little red light that rested under it blinked 
on. It was too late now; I was on the air 
with a live "mike" and a listening audience 
that would not be in too receptive a mood 
for blunders at this time of the morning. 
My m.outh suddenly went chalk dry, and 
it seemed that I had tied my tie too tight 
this morning, and it was keeping the words 
from coming out. Cold fear swept through 
me, and I shot a glance in the direction of 
Max. He looked perfectly at ease though, 
and just nodded reassuringly. That did it. 
The cloud of fear suddenly lifted from me 
and I began to read. Before I realized it 
the news was done, and my relief came in 
to take over. · 
Rubber was still in my legs as I strug-
gled to my feet, and I swayed like a drunk 
from the booth into the control room. The' 
friendly hand of Max was there to greet 
me with a cup of molten hot coffee, and his 
words that boomed through my head, 
"Weren't very . scared, were you, Jack? 
Well, it's never as hard from here on." 
Yes, thanks to Max and that little nod 
of his head I made it, but to this day I 
never look at a "mike" withou't thinking 
of that engineer. 
* 
(Continued from Page 3) 
of the rush, I gathered my wits and read 
a large black and white sign, "VAN 
BUREN ST. STATION." But . .. but . . . . 
Caught in the rush, darn it; forced to 
get out before my stop. Oh, well, offer 
it up, it isn't such a long walk to Ran-
dolph St. 
THE BIG QHOICE 
At last I reached my goal. But wait! 
I hadn't decided on the present. The first 
thing my sight discovered was a tie rack. 
That was it, I would buy him a hand-
painted tie. Looking very carefully through 
the assortment, I found it. It was beau-
tiful-Rembrandt's work to be sure. "Will 
you gift-wrap this, please?" 
That evening the family gathered in the 
living room. Devoutly we listened to Bing · 
Crosby sing "Silent Night." Then I proudly 
handed my brother-in-law the masterpiece. 
Waited as he wrestled with the wrappings. 
Then-there it was in all its glory-fiend-
ish glory. In the cold light of reason and 
no deceptive glow, my Rembrandt resem-
bled modern cubeism. Or was it impres-
sionalism? Or had my nephew been care-
less with his water colors? 
Now after several years I'm sure its 
gaudy luster was wasted in a bottom 
drawer, along with other Christmas ties 
of the same caliber. 
LITERARY SUPPLEMENT BROWN AND GOLD 
"LANcE Is I NT RIG u E II 
By DAN MAHONEY 
L ADIES, DON'T fail to be at your ra-dio tomorrow for the next exciting chapter of "Lance's Intrigue·:• Will 
kind patient Arthur force his hand with his 
friend Lance, the,·suave man-about-town 
who has been seen with Arthur's beautiful 
wife, Guinevere, while she was supposedly 
at the Ladies Tapestry Circle? Is Arthur's 
marriage really headed for the divorce 
courts, as has been heard at so many gay 
parties of late? And what about poor 
Elaine? She sits at home, with her un-
known, unwanted love of Lance, dreaming 
of her veteran-hero, trusting his every ac-
tion. Will Lance return to Elaine, the girl 
who could make such a beautiful and happy 
life for him? Or will Lance continue this 
intrigue with danger? Listen in tomorrow. 
MODERN SOAP OPERA 
Yes, Alfred Lord Tennyson's "Lancelot 
and Elaine" could furnish very good mate-
rial for a modern soap opera. Not that 
I'm implying that it is a soap opera. It 
has the depth and breath that makes it 
good, if not great, literature. But "Lance-
lot and Elaine" does have the one theme 
which is so popular in our day, as in all 
times, love-its beauty and its fickleness. 
Elaine, the pure and gentle lover, spurned 
by the brave Knight, moans and wails and 
finally dies in her despair. . . . All through 
the ages, we have the great theme of re-
jected love: Chaucer's "Complaint to His 
Lady," Shakespeare's Ophelia- of Hamlet, 
Tennyson's "Locksley Hall.'' It is some-
thing which appeals to the emotions, to the 
experience of anyone who has ever lived 
and loved, and felt his pride humbled by a 
love that just wouldn't respond. 
Does "Lancelot and Elaine" have beauty? 
Yes, and I think that the whole beauty of 
the poem lies in Elaine herself. Tennyson 
paints her as a beautiful, sensitive young 
girl, who is fully capable of real love, and 
not as Lancelot says, "love's first flash in 
youth.'' Elaine· is faithful to Lancelot, 
even when Gawain offers his proposal. 
She bears Lancelot's insult in saying that 
she is not worthy to wear the diamond 
trophy of the joust. When her lover is 
wounded, she rushes to his side to nurse 
him. Even in the end when she is thor-
oughly rejected, she will take no compro-
mise. If it were shallow "puppy love," 
would she be so completely despondent? 
We know, from experience, how a husband 
or wife ma;w die after losing their partner 
through death. Yes, this was a truly an 
heroic and noble passion. The story would 
indeed have had a happy ending if Lancelot 
had been in love with Elaine, and not had 
her love forced on him. 
. . . 
(Conti nued f r om Page 4) 
evidently can't read; if they could read 
their stuff, they'd stop writing. 
I can't seem to get love and marriage 
out of my mind tonight; so I might as well 
write on the subject. Maybe Fr. Stauffen 
can use some of these ramblings in his 
• Christian Marriage class. (Speaking of Fr. 
Stauffen, I have often thought that he 
speaks so much with his hands that when 
he has· a sore throat he doesn't have to 
gargle; he just rinses his hands.) 
AH! LOVE . . . 
But to get back to love, can any of you 
name a greater time-saver than love at 
first sight? Here is a partial list of friv-
olous females I have scratched off my 
"Eligible Young Maids" book, and the rea-
sons they are scratched: 
1. Matilda-She's led a very sheltered 
life. Her Ma wouldn't even let her look at 
the men's side of a laundry bill until she 
was 24. 
2. Hettie-She was so dumb she thought 
mechanized infantry was a new way of 
having babies. 
3. Zora-She couldn't add, but she could 
certainly distract. 
4. Zilda-When the New Look came into 
the vogue, she wore it just so I'd be 
tempted to look her in the face again. 
5. Zeldy Jane-She was the only person 
I've ever met who could rave over a pair 
of nylon stockings when they were empty. 
SERIOUSLY SPEAKING 
Seriously speaking, though, to my way 
of thinking a sense of humor is one of the 
most vital attributes of true married love. 
The couple who can kiss with a smile, em-. 
brace with a chuckle, and laugh at their 
troubles will far outlast in mutual affec-
tion and love all the cow-eyed, throat-
lumpy couples of their acquaintance. This 
couple will almost certainly consider chil-
dren as golden links in the bond of matri-
mony, and each party will say "I love you" 
far oftener than he or she asks, "Do you 
love me?" 
Love is a lot like quicksilver in the hand. 
Leave the fingers open and it stays in the 
palm; clutch it and it darts away. 
MASTERY OF EXPRESSION 
But to make it rate as great literature, 
it must also have mastery of expression. 
Tennyson's description of Lancelot's guilty 
conscience is a beautiful poetic description 
of the psychological complication brought 
on by sin. Although there was probably 
no open scandal, the gallant champion, 
Lancelot, was surely tormented by this 
illicit affair with the wife of his king and 
his best . friend. A less delicate person 
would have· delighted in this accomplish-
ment, as many of our own modern writers 
portray. But Tennyson shows Lancelot 
weighted down by his passion : 
" She sti ll took note that when the 
loving smi le 
Died from his Zips, across .him came 
a cloud 
Of melancholy severe, . •. " 
Lancelot also shows his guilt in refusing 
to take the diamond prize which he was 
supposed to win to complete Guinevere's 
necklace. And the climactic remorse comes 
when Lancelot learns of Elaine's love sac-
rifice. Lancelot goes alone into the forest 
and muses on his meaningless affair with 
the queen, and the marriage· and family 
that Elaine could have offered him, if he 
had really been able to love Elaine. 
MAN AND GOD 
"Lance's Intrigue," our soap opera, 
could never have left us with the impres-
$ion that Tennyson's immortal story does. 
Tennyson's story brings in God and man's 
relation to God, the most important thing 
in life. Elaine is glorified in her purit y. 
Arthur portrays the virtues of patience 
and trust (not weakness). Lancelot mani-
fests the consequences of sin. Guinevere 
is the unfaithful ·wife. Tennyson puts all 
these people into a medieval situation, 
weaves and crosses their lives, and gives us 
one of the great love stories of all time. 
But it is not just a love story because 
Tennyson has analyzed the depth of the 
individual. This is why Tennyson is great, 
and also why he is weak-"soap opera." 
All through the Idylls of The King, we find 
this character analysis at the expense of 
action. His battle scenes, such as the joust 
for the diamond, are colorless and ineffec-
tual. However, chivalry could hardly have 
been vivid in his mind, he living in the 
Nineteenth Century. 
Could any of our modern writers even at-
tempt to portray the Middle Ages? No, I 
doubt it. Chivalry in all its romance· is 
dying away, and Lord Tennyson has made 
one last effort to save it. And this is the 
one reason, together with the calm beauty 
of his poetry, that Tennyson will survive. 
" When kni ghts ot old were br ave ana bold." 
*· * JJJ.ch.d. (J.uL • • • 
/ (Conti nued f r om Page 4) 
"A few hours down at the corner bar 
wouldn't be hard to take.'' The thought 
was a pleasant one, but it was quickly 
dispelled when a search of my pockets 
turned up only eight cents. 
In dismay I sat down on the porch steps, 
resigning myself to the necessitated vigil . 
RATIONALIZING . . . 
After all, they say that fresh air is 
healthful . .. besides it's dark and quiet 
out here on the porch-good place to do 
some thinking . . . and it's about t ime I 
did some thinking on that "Philosophy of 
God," especially after that big fat "D.'' 
Now what do I know about the knowledge 
of God? . . . It's analogous, but where 
do we go from there? . . . Hm-m-m, maybe 
I deserved that "D.'' · 
Boy! Sure is a beautiful night! Look 
at all those stars! }'{ever have paid much 
a.ttention to the stars, but I suppose I'm 
not much different from most of the mod-
ern-day world . . . If it weren't for lovers, 
a few astronomers, and boobs who lock 
themselves outside at night, the stars 
would be almost entirely snubbed, I guess. 
Oh, oh! There's the fellow from next 
door ; maybe he wants some fresh air, too. 
. . . Well, he needn't stare at me as if I 
were "casing the joint!" I live here, re-
member? . . . And don't bother to ask why 
I choose to sit ouf here in the cold . . . 
that's a touchy subject with me right now. 
CAPITALIZING . . . 
Guess I'll say a rosary . . . ·might as well 
try to salvage a little good from this eve-
ning. Let's see, Sorrowful Mysteries today. 
. . . Couldn't pick a quieter place · to do 
a wee bit of prayin' ... . Wonder if I can 
say a whole rosary without letting my 
mind wander--don't thing I ever have. 
. . . Reminds me of the story about the 
time Christ offered a horse to the guy if 
he could say the "Our Father" without 
thinking of something else. . . . Guess I 
wouldn't get the horse either . . . 
Brother! It's getting colder! Sure wish 
Red an<t John would get home. . . . This 
is the last time I take off without my key 
and that's "for sure.'' 
/ 
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FAIR ELAINE 
By ARTHUR GAINES 
AMONG HIS COLLECTION of delight-ful tales, The Idylls of the King, Tennyson composed none of more 
gossamer fantasy and sheer melody than 
the poem, "Lancelot and Elaine." The 
idyll unfolds with rhythmic skill and 
weaves about its reader a romantic and 
melancholy spell that by the paradox of 
human nature works moments of joy. Ef-
fective phrases r eveal a mastery that 
places within the frame of a few lines 
reflections vast as the sea itself: 
H i s honor rooted in dishonor stood, 
And faith unfaithf u l kept him 
f alsely t rue. 
ARTHURIAN PAGEANTRY 
From the brief pages of the poem the 
pageantry and Alpine height of aristocracy 
in the Arthurian days project themselves 
into the. twentieth century-the very throne 
of Arthur leaps before· the eyes: 
And f rom t he carven·work behind 
him crept 
Two dragons gilded, sloping down 
to make 
Arms tor his chair, while all the 
rest of them 
Thro' knots and loops and folds 
innume1·able 
F led ever thro' the woodwork, till 
they found 
The new design wherein they lost 
themselves. --;-- • • 
Lancelot, chief knight, and traitor to 
Christ and king, had no vanities or preju-
dices t o mar his sight of reality. His hon-
esty saw his dishonesty. Before the dan-
gers of a jousting contest he spoke to a 
young friend about himself-and Arthur, 
his king: 
Me you call great: mine is the 
firmer seat, 
T he truer lance-: but there is many 
a youth 
Now crescent, who will come to all 
I am 
And overcome it; and in me there 
dwells 
No greatness, save it be some tar-
off touch 
Of greatness to know well I am not 
great: 
There is the man. 
THE LAST TOURNAMENT 
Delightful imagery and the beauteous 
narrative pervade the poem, invoking 
scenes that picture the savage faces of 
men in battle, the ruthless tramp of horses' 
hooves, the dash, plume, spear, and cry of 
nien at revenge. Viciously an onrush of 
enemies bore down on Lancelot after his 
1 t riumph in the contest: 
Th.ey couch'd their spears and 
prick'd their steeds, and thus, 
Their plumes driven backward by 
the wind they made 
I n moving, all together down upon 
him 
Bare, as a wild wave in the wide 
North Sea, 
Green·glimmering towar d the sum-
mit, bears, with all 
Its stormy crests that smoke against 
the skies, 
D own on a bark, and overbears the 
bark 
Ana him that helms it . ..• 
YET NOT GREAT 
Certainly this poem yields the joy of 
"good" litera ture- unfortunately it yields 
little else. I t is not great. Where are 
the soaring passions, deep loves, that men 
grip and clut ch in t heir earthly passage? 
The Faith is wrong: it is but a weakened 
custom of a- king's court, not an earthbound 
and joyous creature of heavenly genesis 
that for Lancelot and E laine· spells an 
eternity of life or death. Sentiments 
abound : spite, jealousy, r emorse, romance 
-all illuminating t h e characters yet 
scarcely touching them. 
"Lancelot and Elaine" is enjoyable light 
reading. Imagine a glowing hearth, a 
warm rug, the reader stretched comfort-
ably, the book tucked in his hand. . . . And 
having read the poem each time he on 
browsing sees it upon a shelf, the reader 
will chuckle with the half-hearted and ro-
mantic reminiscence that is the soul of the 
poem itself. 
* * * WJwJL tB.o4L 
Women ar e made ot emoti on (and 1·eason f ), 
By nature quite variable as a spring season. 
In t i mes though of sickness and quaking 
distress, 
Comfort they otter-and then a caress f 
But when a rare salad a woman tosses, 
Ti s then man knows who really the boss is. 
' 
• 
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ROVING REPORTER 
By GASPAR MARRONE 
Where, oh where in this great 
country of ours does a college or 
university put on such professional 
elections, such as our late one for 
the Queen of the Coronation Ball? 
Dazed by the display of "Golden 
Banners" . . . "P o s t e r s" . . . 
"Burma-Shave" - type signs ... 
and the accompanying music 
broadcast from Carroll Hall, all 
this campus hullabaloo has made 
your Reporter's brain swirl with 
curiosity. I decided to find out 
whether this activity was a reflec-
tion of previous years or an inno-
vation. Several Upperclassmen 
eagerly gave their profound opin-
ions. To these were added the 
vociferous views of the Regis 
Frosh. 
The Upperclassmen 
"The campaign Regis has ex-
perienced was certainly profes-
s ional." Such was the remark of 
Dave Gomez, President of the 
Spanish Club, but he added: "I be-
lieve that the almost complete 
t urnout of voters was due to the 
monetary allowance ($60.00) the 
winning candidate would bring to 
the club. The twelve candidates of-
fered keen competition." While 
Herman Velasquez surmised, "I 
think Alpha Delta Gamma was 
responsible for t he large turnout 
of voters. The desire t o compete 
with them doubled the amount of 
voters a s compared with last 
year." Juan Manzanares backed 
this statement with: "I was sur-
prised to see t he student body turn 
out in such for ce ; probably due to 
Alpha Delta Gamma." "Big dif-
ference from last year," replied 
John Het t ; "just proves that pub-
licity will always be backed by 
student interest." 
The F rosh 
"Out of t his world!" was the un-
usual comment offered by Andy 
Harrison. But Phil (take a chance) 
Adler said : "Dolores Paxton is a 
cinch to be Queen because of the 
professional appearance the Biol-
ogy club has made." Money spent 
on advertising could have been 
Debaters Score Even 
Six at (. U. Meet 
Get out the brass band! Tongue-
tieing their opposition, the Regis 
Debaters won an unofficial victory 
of six out of six debates on the 
Colorado University Campus the 
week-end of Nov. 18. Fifteen other 
schools participated, representing 
the states of Oklahoma, New Mex-
ico, Colorado, and Wyoming. Andy 
Martelon, Bill Diss, Pat Eagan, 
and Charley Ash upheld Regis 
prestige on the subject, "Resolved: 
That the Basio Industries of the 
U. S. Should Be Nationalized." 
In conjunction with the debates, 
a series of round-table discussions 
were held on the China Question. 
·A panel of experts led the discus-
sion, with one of the members 
making the statement that "Chris-
tianity is no longer a driving force 
in the world." Commenting on this 
assertion, Chuck Ash said, "I 
never heard experts talk so milch 
and reach so few conclusions." 
THE BROWN AND GOLD 
"How Much D'ya Wanna Bet?" 
Three student panels were also 
held on the China subject, with 
"What's Our Interest in China?" 
"Consequences of Our Policies in 
China," and "Policy for the Future 
in China" being subject to critical 
analysis. The "experts" spoke on 
"Criteria for Future Polioy in As the election for Coronation Queen drew to a close on 
China." Nov. 18, Stugent "Se,nators" politicked to have their choice 
Moving to Colorado College, the 1 d L b b · b Regis Debaters took part in a de- e ecte · 0 ymg, uttonholing, broadcasting, posters, handouts, 
cision meet on Dec. 3, with the even postal cards contributed to give the impression that Wash-
"Nationalization" theme being the ington, D. C., had moved to Denver in full force. The only items 
main topic. missing w ere cigars and kissing babes. 
used for a better cause," asserted "Men of Distinction" stated 
John 1-"lorris, "although the clubs "Your Cue to Vote" was Madonna 
r eally went all-out to have their Nulty for the throne. Meanwhile, 
candidates elected." Tom Ramos "Win With Winnie" and "The Re-
was disappointed : "The election gal Touch" echoed through the 
corridors in behalf of Winnie Lin-
was so professional that I expected 
free eats ... . and maybe a brew senmaier. An appeal to the ski 
or two." enthusiasts, against a Sun Valley 
background, featured the outdoor 
Leroy Gutierres was serious: "I charm of petite Elaine Tolvo. In 
thought the formal manner in turn Rita Sullivan was extolled as 
which the election was conducted possessing "An Inviting Personal-
brought out the serious side in ity." Regis Caballeros appropri-
student voting." ately chose serene Maria Ortiz y -
The Queen Race Davis. Appealing to the voters 
It's bound to be close, since the in French and German, Mary Jane 
clubs have made every effort to Kelly was posed as having "The 
have their gals elected. The International Touch." 
genius they have displayed in ad- Most active of all organizations 
vertising is symbolic of Regis - was the Alpha Delts who literally 
Spirit-cooperation . . . teamwork. plastered the campus with their 
Plebe Accountants 
Get Tips For Future 
You Delta Sig boys, and any 
aspiring members who weren't at 
the regular club meeting the night 
of Nov. 21 fn the C. H. lounge, 
missed a most interesting time, 
plus some tasty refreshments. Mr. 
Cordell, CPA, gave his eager 
listeners valuable tips about get-
ting along in the accounting field. 
"Take an interest in the work,': 
was the point most emphasized 
throughout the talk. 
----,-----------------------r-- posters. The Biology Club, spon-
You terpsichoreans strutted your 
stuff in fine fashion the night of 
the Georgetown Hop, according to 
the figures of the "adding-ma-
chine-boys" on the Dance Commit-
tee. Shall we say mildly that the 
shindig was a "huge success?" 
Seniors !o Pick Up Koseme Society Elects 
Blue Prmts June 3 _Five Into Membership 
Coloney,Jotdan, ~IC''-''!"'""'· 
Atlanta, Ga. 
Ask for it either way ... both 
trade-marks mean the same thing. 
The Georgia Tech College Inn in Atlanta, Georgia, 
is a favorite haunt of the Georgia Tech students. 
That's because the Georgia Tech College Inn is a 
friendly place, always full of the busy atmosphere 
of college life. There is always plenty of ice-cold 
Coca-Cola, too. For here, as in university gather-
ing spots everywhere----Coke belongs. 
BOTTLED UNDER AWTHORITY Of THE COCA-COLA COMPANY BY 
DENVER COCA-COLA BOTTLING CO. 
© 1949, The Coca-Colo Company 
soring delightful Dolores Paxton, 
printed a unique handout contain-
ing the picture of their candidate 
along with the basketball sched-
ule of the "Buzz Boys." 
Don't Forget 
Pep Rally Tonight 
Regis-minded, the "facts-and-
figures" lads also shelled out ten 
bucks as a shrine donation, and 
twenty more of the same for 
much-needed cafeteria curtains. 
This is so proclaimed by insiders 
as the "real dope." So who can 
say the Delta Sigs aren't real 
Ranger Boosters ? 
lFOLDHNG 
<CAMERA 
INCLUDING Fed. Tax 
A joy to give and to get! Has 
built-in synchronization, shutter 
release bar for steady exposure, 
8 6 mm Octvar lens, all metal 
cons~ruction with chrome trim, 
leatherette cover. 8 exposures 
2%x3% on 120 and 620 roll film. 
Takes color or black and white. 
Flash attachment, 3.50 
Leather carrying case, 3.50 
Camera Shop-Street Floor 
"Where Denver Shops with Confidence"- KEystone 2111 
December 8, 1949 
Along~-------. I THE CORRIDORS 
Dick McDermott, Hagerty, and 
McDonough had a friend down 
from Wyoming the other night. 
First the pal was seen on the ceil-
ing of the Ship's Tavern, then be-
ing kicked down 17th Street. Oh 
well, they say a "Kigmy" loves 
that sort of treatment- and al-
ways gets a big boot out of it in 
the end. 
~'The Little Shirt Me Mother 
Made for Me" is a Vince O'Brien 
specialty, since he's the only one 
that knows it. From what we can 
gather, it must be elastic-'cause 
it's worn from birth to wedlock. 
Holiday Shindigs 
Jack C..,urran's parents were here 
for Thanksgiving. Ask Gebken, 
Stengele, and many others about 
"Ballirig the Jack." Mr. Curran 
wanted to teach it to Fr. Karst, 
but no soap. 
Only had one glimpse of Jim 
Abts over the holidays. He was in 
the doorway of the A.D.G. house 
with "Foo Foo." What they were 
disonssing was secret, but we'd 
like to know just for kicks. . 
George McBride says he met 
"the one." He ran into her at 
"Dick's" and walked her home. 
We think that it's the home and 
home-made meals that interest 
George more than the "dish." 
What two Regis playboys spent 
several worried hours looking for 
their car? It was supposed to 
have· been in the vicinity of the 
Brown Palace. Could it have been 
Messrs. P. S. and C. C.? 
The Home Boys 
Have you heard about "The Fri-
day Night Club?" Ask Wellington 
about it. It's supposed to be very 
exclusive-only a third of the Hall 
involved. 
a'he voices of Schaded, Grove, 
Simon, Jim Malone, and Liang 
were aired on the "Where Is Mor-
gan" show. The radio wasn't too 
clear though; for we heard Ed 
say that he was going back to 
Texas, and I saw him around dear 
old Regis over the holidays. 
Local Rockefeller 
Tony Cambria seems to be the 
banker around Regis these days. 
First he comes around and sells 
flowers, then he sells chances on 
who is going to win the Queen 
Contest. He's probably making a 
fortune. Only wish we had the 
brains to do the same at this stage 
in the game. 
The Queen Contest went over 
big. Everyone off campus voted, 
and we saw even quite a few from 
ALONG THE CORRIDORS. 
Faculty Yule Party 
All ye loyal workers for Regis, 
forget the classroom and the 
books; drop your stethoscope or 
your drill; leave that ledger behind 
the grill. For the Annual Christ-
maf! Party is near. 
On the Wednesday evening of 
Dec. 21, at 6 :30 P.M., the Regis 
Faculty will again welcome all the 
lay teachers, doctors, dentists, ex-
ecutives, and secretaries-and, of 
course, their husbands or their 
wives (but not, in Gilbert-Sullivan 
fashion, "their cousins or their 
aunts") . After the dinner, a party 
will be held in the Reading Room. 
Last year more than 120 Regis 
"faithfuls" enjoyed the annual re-
union and festivities. 
Laundromat 
Half-Hour Laundry 
R. E. ROBBINS, Mgr. 
"ON THE BUS LINE" 
3008 w. 44th GRand 7341 
JACK'S 
CONOCO SERVICE 
COME IN AND GET 
YOUR FREE GREASE JOB CARD 
4900 Lowell GRand 9474 
Always Welcome at 
"SLIM'S. HILL-TOP 
TAVERN" 
BEER - WINE - SANDWICHES 
4907 LOWELL BL YD. 
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Skyline Six Tournament 
Sparks Regis Hoop Season 
By JOHN GLEASON 
Tomorrow night Coach Larry Varnell's hustling Buzz Boys 
tune up for the approaching "big one" with Hamline University. 
It is highly possible, however, that this tuning up might reduce 
the significance of the "big one" to nothing more than another 
ball game. Leaping right into the boiling cauldron, our Rangers 
are orientating this season with their participation in the Skyline 
Six Tournament. 
Rangers Face B.Y.U. 
Brigham Young University pre-
sents the first obstacle for Regis 
in their attempt to gain another 
rung on the ladder of hoop fame. 
Considered by many as co-favor-
ites with Wyoming for the Con-
ference Crown, their veteran crew 
of Nelson, Minson, Whipple, et al, 
will be bolstered by the addition 
of Mel Hutchins, 6 ft., 5-inch pivot 
man. 
If (and why not?) Varnell's 
charges whip the Cougars, they 
will face the winner of the Wyo-
ming-Colorado A & M contest. 
The dark-horse Aggie quintet, an 
all-veteran five, will be sparked by 
the high-scoring duo of Don Dobler 
and Glen Anderson. 
Cowboys Look Powerful 
Needless to say, Coach Ev Shel-
ton's Cowboys, perennial regional 
favorites, could well be national 
champs by next spring. Led by the 
giant John Pilch, who reportedly 
bangs his elbows on the boards 
while snaring rebounds, along with 
Jerry Reed and Len Doty, they 
could prove quite a stumbling 
block for Fisher, Heffley and Co. 
But we think, as many top re-
gional scribes have hinted, that 
the North Denverites can hold 
their own against anyone. 
Sophomore-studded Denver Uni-
versity, 20-point victors over the 
Chevs in pre-season play, and 
Utah, the South American touring 
hoopsters who have been led by 
Soph center Glen Smith, are ap-
parently the other "powers" and 
should meet in the second round 
to determine Regis' championship 
opponent. 
Ski Enthusiasts 
Ask Sonto For Snow 
With the season already three 
weeks old, the slopes of the various 
ski courses in Colorado have fin-
ally been covered, assuring the slat 
artists comparatively safe skiing. 
The season got off to a somewhat 
shaky start with a foot of snow 
on Nov. 10. Although there were 
intermittent snows, the balmy 
temperatures of Colorado'fl Indian 
SumiD:er melted the powder faster 
than it came down. 
Bryce Heffley 
Rocky Mountain Skiing, a new 
paper put out and edited by West-
ern skiers, has come off the 
presses. Although it concentrates a 
good portion of its news on West-
ern skiing, it also provides ample 
coverage of this sport in the East 
-something which the Eastern 
r papers hav$ neglected to do. Best in the U. S. All of you ski-minded Regisites have or should have heard of As-pen, that cultural ski center tucked 
behind several14,000 ft. mountains 
PATRONIZE 
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ADVERTISERS 
in Central Colorado. In the opin-
ion of the experts, Aspen is the 
number-one ski center in the 
United States. The first World 
Champion Ski Meet since the war 
is to be held there in February. 
One Down llliill I offer my greatest sympat~y to 
Mickey Crawford, the unfortunate 
victim of that terrible, dangerous 
sport of skiing. Fear not, Mick, 
you'll be able to get back on the 
''hickories" sometime next Febru-
ary. The other day I read where 
some Frenchman broke his leg 
while racing. Four weeks later, he 
won the national- downhill cham-
pionship with his - leg still in the 
cast. Maybe skiing isn't so dan-
gerous aiter all. 
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Bob Fisher 
Regis Boxing Benefit 
Draws Capacity Crowd 
/ 
On November 30 the Regis Ath-
letic Benefit Boxing Show, en-
gineered by Fr. Walter Luebke, 
S.J., attracted an overflow crowd 
of 1200 to the college, and ap-
parently pleased them to the man. 
Regis Bouts Sparlde 
In the first bout, shifty Bob 
' Gebken at 167 lbs. earned a split 
decision over fellow St. Louisan, 
Tom Conlon, who weighed in at 
184. "Stonewall" Conlon kicked 
the bucket in the first round, J:iut 
it didn't prove fatal, as it was 
only ,the water bucket. With a 
weaving style blond Bob seemed 
to be the aggressor nearly two-
thirds of the time, but found Con-
lon a rough opponent. 
The only other collegiate skir-
mish saw Tom Crotty gain a close 
split decision over another "Show-
Me State" Sophomore, Jim Rauch. 
Although the loser appeared to 
have landed a better percentage 
of blows than his pugilistic ad-
versary, he couldn't quite cope 
with the faster footwork of Crotty. 
Both weighed in at about 143 lbs. 
Surprisingly enough, the best 
display of boxing proficiency was 
rendered by a pair of future John 
L's in the persons of Larry Goetz 
and Pat Sherrer,. 115-lb. "mighty 
mights" from Regis High. 
National Fighters Exhibit Wares 
Highlighting the evening's card 
were five fast-moving exhibition 
bouts by the cream of Denver's 
ring artists. 
"Little Joe" Louis, who had all 
the appearances of a Sherman 
tank, and Jim McDonald mixed 
blows for an interesting three 
rounds. Two J oes, Fisher and Ma-
rino, different both in appearance 
and style, received a hearty round 
of applause for their endeavors. 
Certainly one of the flashiest 
ring styles in the Rockies belongs 
to "Red" Martinez, popular "Mile-
High" city fighter who swapped 
punches with aggressive Billy 
Sanchez. 
Corky Gonzales seconded his 
protege, Jesse Montoya, in his 
sorap with a ·cagey colored lad 
named Theodore Smith. 
The feature bout of the evening 
saw lightning-like Art Orlando 
meet a rugged partner in Jack 
Freudenstein, which culminated a 
fine evening of entertainment. 
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by 
Beinen 
Here, then, are the words of a disillusioned and frustrated sports 
writer. For the first time in my many years of writing (going on 
two) I had beoome totally subjective. With all the brashness charac-
teristic of him with the dew behind the ears, I chanced a guess at who 
was going to be the No. 5 man on this year's Buzz Boy edition. And 
I was wrong. 
As of this writing, six foot and three inches of Tom Waters is 
playing the forward post vaeated by the "Hook." And why not? His 
high, looping push shot no longer bothers to give the rim knowledge 
of its fleeting presence. Tom's eye is coming into focus. Always able 
to rebound and handle the ball with the best, all "Sleepy" ever needed 
was a shot. He has it-thank you, mighty goddess of vision. 
so; now, back to objectivity and vegetation until another occasion 
presents itself whereat I can once again stick out my neck. 
* * * 
Have you ever tried tying a couple of pillows to your hands, and 
then using them as the instrwnents to pound one of your best buddies 
into oblivion? Tom Crotty and Jim Rauch gave it a whirl (in the strict 
sense of the word). Amid the cries of a crowd reminiscent of the 
throng of Nero's age eager to see someone get his craniwn dented, 
Tommy and Jim mixed it up in the High School sponsored fisticuff 
exhibition. No blood, no lmockdowns, but it was a good performance, 
Men. Congratulaitions. Messrs. Gebken and Conlon-ditto. 
* * * 
Give credit to Tom Crotty for the work being done on the most recent 
innovation to our sports curriculum, the Pocket Billiard Tournament. 
A few words from the master, Charlie Peterson, and Tom, one of the 
most apt of his followers, got things clicking. The c·all for entrants 
received a very heartening response, and with an amazing lack of red 
tape the tourney was on. As yet no orre has drawn up a book, but the 
big money is riding with Crotty and Arch Gassman to establish them-
selves as "Mr. Pool and Assistant"-in whichever order you may choose. 
* * * 
The department wishes you a Merry Christmas. Rest assured that 
we will have for you, upon our return, all the data on th~ Buzz Boy'a 
capture of the Skyline !Six and N.A.I.B. toun1eys, and how they just 
nosed out Hamline in the final seconds. What else do you want 
old Santa to bring? 
Tom Waters 
Intramural Hoopsters 
Star in Cage Openers 
As this issue of the B & G goes 
to press, four mural cage contests 
have been played. The most signif-
icant, from all reports, was the 
31-29 conquest of Bob Dunne-
becke's No. 8 team by Capt. Carl 
Longstrom's No. 7 aggregation 
(both Brown League powers) on 
November 22. 
In this abbreviated contest Dave 
McMahon and Sam Kearney con-
tributed to the winning cause with 
8 and 7 points respectively, while 
Dan Cronin, ex-Regis High ace, 
sparked Dunnebecke's crew with 
four field goals. 
Faculty Scintillates 
In the Gold League the faculty 
proved that they haye to be reck-
oned with, by a convincing 62-26 
triumph over Capt. Jim Egan's No. 
7 outfit. Mr. Shanahan scored the 
highest individual point total of 
the infant season with 26 markers. 
Fr. Mattione's "Clutch" long shots 
kept the boys "loose." 
On November 29, Don Proho-
sky's quintet edged Leo Dolan's 
frosh warriors, 34-32, in a Brown 
League skirmish, and Jim Sher-
man's Cornhuskers dumped Capt. 
Dave Gomez's five by a 36-22 
._ount (Gold League). ' 
The Gold League 
In the first game there was no 
stopping lanky Bob Carman who 
meshed the nets for 15 points, 
while Leo Dolan and Gil Kuntz, 
who connected for 12 and 8 points 
respectively, shone for the victims. 
Topping off the evening's hard-
wood activities, big Ken Pollart 
split the strings for six field goals 
and a charity toss for Sherman's 
conquerors, while Rudy Montoya 
led the losers attack with 11 
points. 
SKYLINE SIX 
GIANT RALLY 
Tonight-
Bring Your Dote 
Basketball Schedule 
DEC. 8-10-Sky Line Tourna-
ment at D. u~ 
DEC. 12-Hamline, Home. 
All Late Model Used. Cars Guaranteed 5000 Miles 
OUR DOWN-PAYMENT ON ALL USED CARS LOWEST IN CITY OF DENVER 
DEC. 16·17-NAIB Tournament 
at Kansas City. 
DEC. 20 - Wisconsin S t a t e, 
Home. 
DEC. 2z_..:..Kansas State Teach-
ers (Emporia). 
DEC. 28 - Caterpillar Tractor 
at Peoria. 
DEC. 30-Loyola University at 
Baltimore. 
JAN. 2 - LeMoyne College at 
Syracuse. 
JAN. 3-Sienna College at Al-
bany. . 
JAN. 4- St. Bonaventure at 
Olean. 
JAN. 13-St. Mary's College at 
San Francisco. 
JAN. 14-Santa Clara College 
at San Francisco. 
JAN. 20 - Colorado School of 
Mines, Home. 
JAN. 28--Denver University at 
• COME IN AND SEE FOR YOURSELF TODAY • 
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Rho Chi Sigs Plot 
Atomic Program 
In order "that the layman may 
better understand the Atomic Age, 
such subjects as Atomic En-
ergy and Development of the 
Atomio Bomb will be the central 
theme of all future Chemistry pa-
pers submitted by Rho Chi Sigma 
members. 
Senior Joe Martini and Chuck 
Dungar '51 were accepted a~ hon-
orary members of Rho Chi Sigma 
by popular vote. In order to be-
come an honorary member, a stu-
dent must be an upperclassman 
taking Upper Division Chemistry, 
and have a valid reason for de-
siring such membership. Honorary 
members are exempted from the 
customary pledge period; but if en-
rolled at the time of the annual 
picnic, they must submit to initi-
ation. 
The new constitution of the club 
will be submitted for discussion to 
the membership during the Smoker 
scheduled for January 12, 1950. 
If approved, the constitution will 
become effective February 9, 1950. 
Plans are now being formulated 
for the annual Rho Chi Sigma 
dance, with the orchestra yet to 
be decided upon. 
NSA & NFCCS Elect 
Regional Officers 
In a meeting held Thursday, No-
vember 17, in Carroll Hall Lounge, 
Regis officers for the various 
N.S.A. Commissions and N.F.C. 
C.S. delegates were elected. John 
Grove was chosen Senior Delegate 
for N.F.C.C.S. and Jim McNally 
Junior Delegate. In charge of Stu-
dent Rel!ef will be Charles As):l. 
The various officers for the 
N.S.A. Commissions are: Donald 
St. John, vice president in charge 
of International Affairs; Jim Mc-
Nally, vice president in charge of 
Student Life and Government ; and 
John Mahoney, Public Relations 
Officer. 
+ 
(Continued from Page 2) 
conscious realization that begins 
to pervade the senses with an in-
escapable force. The world is sil-
enced! The universe awaits! 
The Christmas Rose 
Softly, gently, an Infant breaks 
the silence with a muted cry. A 
young mother tenderly lays the 
tiny form of Her newborn Son into 
the soft straw of a manger. A 
quiet, tender man stills the startled 
movements of the attending ani-
mals so that the young Babe may 
sleep beside them without fear. A 
new Life has entered the world, 
and a new Family has been united 
in the holy bond of creation. 
Suddenly, among the zircons 
there breaks the light of a dia-
mond. Its scintillating brillance 
falls on the humble manger where 
the Babe lies. The swelling har-
mony of celestial choirs breaks 
into the stillness with the sound of 
"Glory to God in the Highest!" 
On Earth there is Peace! The 
promise is fulfilled! It is Christ-
mas! 
A & G Radio Service 
QUICK SERVICE ON ALL 
AOTOMOBILE and HOME RADIOS 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 
PICK UP AND DELIVERY 
4021 W. 50th GRand 4740 
ORVAL'S 
PHARMACY 
Prescription Druggist 
50th and Quitman GRand 0021 
HOWARD'S 
SANDWICH SHOP 
"Where Regis Students Gather" 
SANDWICHES- COFFEE- DINNER 
4994 Lowell Blvd. GRand 9874 
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Rambling Regis Raiders Cop 
State Football Championship 
Is it possible for a team to win while zero was the best effort of 
the opposition. and lose at the same time? The 
Regis High School footballers will As state champs, the Raiders 
undoubtedly affirm the possibility now possess the Knute Rockne me-
because such a thing happene!i to moria! trophy. St. Mary's of Wal-
senburg won the play-off last year, 
them. At Trinidad, Nov. 28, the but this season failed to win the 
Raiders were shooting for a double Southern crown. 
The Holy Trinity Tigers stymied 
championship and an unscored- the Raiders for one half, and 
upon slate. trailed by one touchdown at the in-
termission. From that point on, 
victory. . . . the State Parochial 
They accomplished the first pur- Regis sped to four touchdowns, 
pose by trouncing Holy Trinity, 33- three chalked up by Bobby Brown. 
7, but lost the battle for a perfect The most spectacular play of the 
defensive record. Holy Trinity day came on an 8l-yard pass-lat-
eral, Brown to Frawley to Ken-
spoiled the afternoon by pushing nedy, which set up a two-yard 
across a second-period score-the scoring plunge. Power was the de-
sole touchdown made against the ciding factor of Regis' last half 
Raiders all season. That old law of drive-power which worn out the 
averages finally caught up with lighter Tigers. 
the Denver parochial champs, but To single out individuals for 
did little in the way of smudging credit is a hard job because the 
their overall accomplishments. entire Regis contingent was out-
A look at the final tally-sheet standing. Coach Lou Kellogg and 
shows the Raiders scoring 209 his assistant, Jim Powers, did an 
points, while yielding only 7 to exceptional job in bringing the 
the opposition. They went through State crown back to Denver. They 
the Denver league like an electric had a fundamentally sound club, 
shock, winning six victories in sue· well-coached and well-conditioned. 
cession. The only close contest was Thus, another champ is added to 
a 7-0 win over Cathedral. As a de- Kellogg's list-a very creditable 
fensive team, Regis not only closed list, to be sure. The old axiom, 
the goal-line door, but put a night "You can't win 'em all," will have 
latch on it. Week after week, their to be shelved for another season 
scores remained in two figures,-it didn't apply this year. 
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''Denver's Most Progressive" 
CASCADE LAUNDRY 
.& DRY CLEANERS 
OFFICES: 
1847-49 Market Street- Phone TAbor 6379 
1749 Tremont Place - 425 E. 17th Avenue 
618 E. 16tb Avenue ·- 608 14th Street 
604 E. 13th 
• CAMPUS PICKUP: MONDAYS AND THURSDAYS 
• DELIVERIES ON THURSDAYS AND SATURDAYS 
Regis Representative-DAN LADEN 
''Your Patronage Appreciated" 
